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DEDICATORY. 

To  G.S.M. 

Is  there  a  day  that  shines  from  out  your  past 
As  gleams  a  lonely  star  thro*  cloud- wrapt  sky 
A  day  that,  while  your  falling  sands  shall  last, 
Will  live  within  you  and  will  never  die  ? 

In  every  life  wherein  God's  love  has  shone, 

Some  day  or  hour  is  young  though  we  grow  old, 

Telling  the  time  when  God  reclaimed  His  own, 
Drew  in  at  last  the  wanderer  to  His  fold. 

Hour,  even  day  or  may  be  weary  year, 
Wherein  He  called  and  we  compelled  at  length, 

Yielded  ;  to  find  the  love  that  casts  out  fear 
And  in  our  weakness  His  triumphant  strength. 

Thank  God  who  sent  you  o'er  the  southern  sea, 
Kept  you  from  fury  of  the  wind  or  wave, 

To  shew  the  way,  to  set  a  captive  free, 
To  lift  the  heavy  chains  that  held  a  slave. 

And  then,  when  freedom  came,  the  purer  thought 
Sprung  up  o'er  the  spurned  lusts  of  buried  days, 

And  you,  in  zealous  kindness,  ever  sought 
To  lead  and  point  me  to  the  Master's  ways. 

So  now  to  you  my  heart's  first  titterings 

I  dedicate  in  full  and  grateful  love, 
Holding  to  faith  which  bears  us  on  its  wings, 

Weak  still  and  mortal,  into  heaven  above. 


************ 


A  HYMN. 

Father  in  heaven,  wilt  hear  my  bitter  cry? 
Wilt  give  me  peace  amid  this  misery? 
Wilt  ope  the  windows  of  this  darkened  room 
And  send  thy  blessing  to  dispel  the  gloom? 
Oh,  clear  these  doubtings  of  Thy  holy  word 
Through  Christ  Thy  Son,  our  ever  blessed  Lord ! 

Weeds  of  distrust  faith's  garden  still  deface; 
Ah!  root  them  out  in  all  Thy  heavenly  grace! 
Teach  me  to  love  my  Saviour  as  my  friend, 
And  keep  Him  by  me  ever,  till  the  end. 
Teach  me  to  know  Him  as  Thine  own  dear  Son, 
And  keep  Him  by  me,  till  my  sands  be  run. 

Father  in  heaven,  hear  this  heart-sung  prayer! 
God  of  the  world,  of  this  glad  earth  and  air, 
O  God,  my  God,  at  last  Thy  love  has  shone; 
And  oh!  what  joy  in  Thee  and  Christ  I  own. 
Whate'er  betide,  oh !  let  me  ne'er  forget 
My  Saviour's  love,  till  my  last  sun  be  set. 
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SAMARIA. 

Samaria  was  besieged;  the  Syrian  hosts 
Lay  in  their  thousands  round  the  city  walls, 
And  spires  of  smoke  rose  to  the  distant  skies 
From  many  a  merry  fire,  and  there  came 
The  far  off  sounds  of  godless  revelry, 
Blown  tow'rd  the  city  on  the  summer  wind. 

Within;    dire  famine  ruled,  and  in  the  pain 
And  agony  of  hunger,  deeds  were  wrought 
That  brought  man  lower  than  the  lowest  beast, 
And  made  the  tender-hearted  yearn  for  death, 
And  call  to  God  to  take  them  to  Himself. 
Without  the  gates,  grubbing  an  offal  heap, 
Four  lepers  stooped,  nor  moaned  their  awful  lot, 
To  be  thus  driven  from  their  once  loved  haunts ; 
They  knew  that  they  at  least  were  free  to  roam 
At  their  own  will ;  they  knew  that  death  must  come, 
Yet  sought  to  lengthen  out  their  weary  lives, 
Devouring  aught,  howe'er  unclean  and  foul, 
So  long  as  'twould  but  keep  their  blood  amove ; 
Then,  in  the  darkest  hour  of  their  despair, 


SAMARIA. 

There  came  a  gleam  of  hope,  yet  gleam  so  dim 
That  they  half  doubted  whether  'twere  a  hope, 
Or  some  marsh-light  that  lured  them  to  their  death. 
They  could  remain  no  more ;  'twere  but  to  die, 
For  all  the  refuse  rotted  in  the  sun : 
'Twere  but  to  die  to  turn  them  to  the  gate 
And  seek  admittance  ;   death  was  here  and  there; 
But,  yonder  lay  the  Syrians  in  their  hosts ! 
Perchance  at  night  they  might  escape  the  guards, 
And  reach  some  sheltering  tent,  some  well,  or  trench, 
Where  they  might  hide  them  till  the  chance  arose 
To  give  them  freedom ;   or  e'en  if  the  guard 
Should  spy  them  and  detain  them,  even  then 
Perchance  they  might  be  beaten  and  be  fettered, 
And  fed  on  husks  of  bread  and  ends  of  meat ; 
'Twere  a  king's  portion  to  the  wretched  fare 
Whereon  for  many  days  they  now  had  lived ! 
'Twere  better  to  lay  hold  upon  the  chance, 
The  hope,  if  hope  it  were. 

And  now  the  wind 
Bore  on  its  wings  the  scent  of  cooking  viands 
From  the  far  camp ;  and  so  they  girt  their  rags 
About  them,  and  offwent  as  sank  the  sun. 

Within  the  city,  God's  own  prophet  spake, 
And  told  the  gaping,  famine- stricken  crowd 
That  on  the  morrow,  Plenty  and  Peace  should  reign 
Where  now  were  War  and  Hunger ;  thus  the  word 
Came  from  on  high  to  raise   their  dying  hopes, 
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And  yet  they  doubted ! 

And  the  lord,  who  walked 
Beside  the  king  upholding  him,  loud  laughed, 
And  said  that  'twere  impossible  (e'en  if 
The  windows  of  the  heavens  should  open  wide), 
That  in  a  day  their  lot  should  thus  be  changed ; 
Then  spake  God's  prophet,  wroth  at  unbelief; 
u  Thou,  thou  shalt  see  it,  yet  thou  shalt  not  taste 
u  Thereof ; "  and  the  lord  turned,  mocking  his  God. 

And  round  the  town  the  message  spread  apace, 
Cheering  some  fainting  spirits  on  its  way ; 
Here,  in  the  street,  lay  one  anigh  to  death, 
But,  as  the  message  passed,  life  coursed  anew 
Through  the  still  veins,  and  filled  him  with  a  hope. 
There,  in  a  hovel,  lay  one  gasping  out 
For  breath,  for  life  had  nearly  fled ;   his  arms 
Lay  powerless  beside  him,  and  the  bone 
Shewed  its  sharp  angles  thro'  the  creasy  skin : 
And  his  wild  face  was  but  a  skull  o'erdrawn 
With  yellow  flesh,  seared  like  the  paper  leaf, 
From  which  his  eyes  looked  up,  in  constant  glance, 
At  the  low  ceiling;   and  the  cry  passed  by, 
"Thus  saith  the  Lord,  to-morrow  in  the  gate 
"Shall  be  abundance;"  and  the  eyes  revived, 
And  the  dry  throat  muttered  a  praise  to  God. 

Meanwhile  the  lepers  dragged  themselves  along, 
And  saw  the  fires  gleam,  and  heard  the  neigh 
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Of  horse  to  horse,  yet  scarce  they  dared  to  speak, 
Their  venture  filled  them  in  the  dusky  light : 
And  now  they  wondered  that  no  sentinel 

Had  barr'd  their  progress,  and  they  strained  their 

gaze 
Thro'  the  dim  twilight;  yet  they  saw  no  guard, 
And  heard  no  voice  ;   and  the  dull  hum  of  sound, 
The  distant  clash  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  blare, 
That  erst  had  told  the  number  of  the  host 
Of  the  dread  Syrian,  now  they  heard  no  more ; 
And  yet,  there  lay  the  tents,  and  here  a  horse 

Champ'd  at  its  bit,  and  whinnying,   pawed  the 

ground ; 
And  here  a  fire  spluttered  'neath  a  pot 
Of  savoury  stew,  and  round  about  it  lay 

Bright   burnished   cuisses,   shields  of  brass,  and 
helms, 

And  here  a  sandal,  there  a  gleaming  sword ! 

Amazed,  they  stood  a  moment,  then  like  wolves 

Clutch'd  at  the  proffered  food,  and,  in  their  hands, 

Rent,  pulled,  and  tore  in  shreds  the  half  cooked 
meat, 

And  from  the  leathern  bottles  quafPd  deep  draughts 

Of  life  reviving  water,  thanking  God. 

Their  hunger  eased,  they  sought  an  open  tent, 

And  found  it  glaring  with  a  wealth  of  spoil; 

Gold,  silver,  raiment,  all  war's  harnesses, 

And  luxuries  undreamt  of;   here  they  saw 

A  wealth  enough  to  yield  them  rest  for  life 

In  comfort,  nor  did  anyone  forbid 
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Their  overturning  all  too  burdensome 

For  them  to  carry,  so  they  sought  a  trench, 

And,  armful  upon  armful,  jewelPd  swords, 

Strange  shapen  coins,  rings,  chains  and  jewels, 

They  placed  therein ;   and  here,  a  purple  robe 

With  gold  embroidery;    from  tent  to  tent 

They  ran,  until  the  utmost  camp  was  reached, 

Nor  ever  did  they  spy  a  living  soul ! 

All,  all  had  fled,  and  there,  beyond  the  camp, 

Lay  a  great  stream  of  garments  and  of  weapons 

Stretching  tow'rds  Jordan ;    and  they  wondered 

deep, 
How  such  a  mighty  host  could  thus  have  fled, 
And  left  all,  all,  behind  them  in  their  flight: 
Nor  even  had  they  taken  horse,  for  these 
Filled  all  the  evening  air  with  neighs  of  fear; 
And  here  one  broke  his  tethering  bridle  through, 
And  the  still  twilight  air  rang  out  with  hoofs. 
The  lepers  knew  not  then  Jehovah's  might, 
How  He   had  ope'd  the  heavens,  and  sent  the 

sounds 
Of  clashing  arms,  and  the  hoarse  battle  cry 
Of  Egypt's  armies,  and  the  tramp  of  men 
In  thousands  of  their  thousands ;   how  His  power 
Had  chilled  their  hearts  with  panic,  how  the  cries 
Of  fear  and  terror  had  in  a  moment  passed 
From  mouth  to  mouth,  in  the  appalling  dread 
Of  some  o'erwhelming  force,  and  how  they  fledr 
Not  waiting  e'en  to  harness  sword  or  steed, 
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But  blindly  fled,  obeying  Jehovah's  will. 
The  moon  shone  out  on  the  still,  silent  scene, 
And  shewed  their  way  of  flight  in  glinting  rays, 
And  the  bright  sparkle  and  the  gleam  of  brass: 
Then  great  Jehovah  sent  His  Spirit  down, 
To  teach  the  lepers  of  His  holy  will ; 

How  at   the   hands   of  those  whom   man   most 

scorned, 
And  most  despised,  He  would  fill  hungry  souls, 
And  save  the  dying  from  an  awful  death. 
So  out  spake  one,  "  Brothers,  we  do  not  well, 
"On  such  a  day  when  here  is  food  for  all, 
u  To  leave  the  city  still  in  direst  want ; 
u  Come !  let  us  go.     Some  evil  will  befall, 
u  If  we  content  ourselves  with  plenteous  wealth 
"While  our  own  kinsmen  die  within  yon  walls. 
u  Let  us  away ;  the  Lord  has  blessed  us  thus, 
"Shall  we  forbear  to  spread  abroad  His  grace?" 
And  so  they  wended  back  their  way  and  passed, 
By  tent  and  fire,  throughout  the  Syrian  camp. 

The  city  lay  in  silence :  save  for  the  beat 

Of  weary  sentinels  upon  the  wall, 

And  fitful  groans  of  those  in  famine  throes, 

That  lay  about  the  streets.     The  lepers  ran ; 

And  soon  the  watchmen  listened  to  their  tale, 

Wherein  each  leper  gasped  the  wondrous  news 

And  strove  to  make  his  voice  overreach  the  rest. 

So   through    the    hubbub,    those   that   stood    by 
heard 
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That  they  were  free,  yet  hardly  dared  believe; 
And  one,  in  haste,  turned  toward  the  palace  gate 
And  called  a  servant,  panting  out  the  tale 
In  few  and  hard  breathed  words;  and  soon  the 

king 
Apprised,  rose  up  in  haste,  flung  on  his  robes, 
And  fearing  treachery,  hied  him  to  the  gate, 
Commanded  that  no  bolt  should   be  withdrawn, 
No  bar  removed  ;    then  to  the  expectant  crowd 
That  thronged  with  anxious  faces,  half  in  fear 
And  half  in  hope,  he  spake  out  boldly,  u  Friends, 
u  We  must  be  wary  of  this  treachery : 
"The  enemy  know  our  strait  and  desperate  lot, 
M  They  have  but  turned  few  paces  from  the  camp, 
"  And  knowing  well  our  need,  expect,  and  wait 
"To  see  our  gates  unbarred,  our  arms  undone, 
11  And  all  our  warriors,  hasting  to  the  spoil, 
"  Cast  sword  and  shield  to  wind,  and  rush  to  death." 
But  this  the  lepers  hearing  cried,  M  Not  so ; 
11  For  all  the  way  is  strawed  with  armament 
"Stretching  to  Jordan,  more  than  eyes  can  see, 
"  That  blazes  in  the  moon ;   and  on  the  lire 
"The  pots  are  set  as  for  the  evening  meal; 
"  The  horses  tethered  to  their  posts ;  the  tents 
"  So  full  of  wondrous  wealth  that  we  scarce  moved 
"Away.     Nay,  nay;  there  is  no  treachery, 
"  But  'tis  the  arm  of  God  hath  brought  us  peace." 

And  one,  a  servant  of  the  king's,  out  spake: 
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14  My  lord  the  king,  can  we  not  send  and  see  ? 
14  Five  horses  still  remain ;  but  bid  us  go, 
44  And  we  will  haste,  and  bring  back  instant  word 
44  Whether  this  tale  be  true ;  or  were  it  false, 
"And  these  that  tell  it  by  our  foes  suborned, 
"And  we  who  go  fall  in  the  open  snare, 
"  We  shall  but  die ; — but  'twere  a  worthy  death  !  " 
Then  the  king  answered,  "Go ;  God  speed  you  well." 
And  in  a  moment,  with  the  clang  of  chains, 
The  great  gates  swung  awide  and  two  passed  out 
With  clattering  of  hoofs,  followed  with  prayers 
And  many  a  blessing ;  and  their  sounds  grew  dim 
As  the  still  night  o'erclosed  them  in  its  arms. 

Again  the  tale  spread  through  the  city  fast, 
And  many  a  stagnant  pulse  throbbed  quick  with 

blood ; 
For  many  were  who  held  the  prophet's  words 
Deep  in  their  hearts,  and  waited  but  the  dawn 
To  know  an  end  to  all  their  misery. 

The  walls  were  lined  with  watchers  when  the  sun 
Lifted  himself  up  o'er  the  misty  plain 
And  gilded  the  high  heaven,  and  bathed  the  earth 
In  golden  glory.     Many  an  eye  was  turned 
Hither  and  thither  toward  the  Syrian  camp, 

And  some  there  were  who  fear'd  their  comrades 

dead, 
Until  a  shout  arose,  "  Behold  !  they  come  !  " 
And  every  eye  beheld  the  tiny  cloud 

10 
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That  slowly  neared  Samaria's  dazzling  walls. 
Then  once  again  the  gates  sprang  open  wide, 
And  those  that  still  had  strength  enough  of  limb, 
Ran,  walked  or  crawled  to  meet  the  messengers. 
u  What  news  ? "  and  from  the  distance  came  the  cry, 
u  Peace!  peace  and  plenty;  God  hath  bared  His  arm. 
"The  Syrians  are  not,  for  their  hosts  are  fled, 
"  Strawing  the  way  with  wealth  ;  speed,  speed  with 

haste ! 
"  Away  to  satisfy  your  hunger ;  haste  ! 
u  None  shall  forbid  you :  'tis  the  arm  of  God." 
And  a  great  shout  rang  up  in  thanks  to  heaven. 

So,  as  God's  prophet  spake,  abundance  reigned, 
And  in  the  gate,  ere  sank  the  smiling  sun, 
Good  wheat  and  corn  rilled  many  a  starving  soul 
With  thanks  to  God; 

And  he,  the  lord  who  scoffed 
Elisha's  words  and  mocked  God's  prophecy, 
Was  bidden  by  the  king  to  guard  the  gate, 
And  oversee  his  people;  taking  watch 
That  due  was  meted  to  each  needy  soul. 
But  so  it  turned  that  as  he  reached  the  gate, 
The  surging  crowd  o'ercame  him,  and  he  fell 
Among  a  thousand  trampling,  hurrying  feet; 
And  the  great  clamour  from  the  thousand  tongues, 
That  laughed  and  prattled  of  their  wondrous  joy, 
Drowned  every  cry  he  made ;  so  none  perceived 
His  agony,  and  where  he  fell  he  died : 

ii 
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Fulfilling  thus  Jehovah's  prophecy, 

And  earning  judgement  for  his  faithlessness. 

Thus,  then,  Jehovah's  might  was  fully  shewn, 

And  doubting  man  blest  by  His  wondrous  grace, 

Which  He,  ere  first  He  formed  the  worlds,  has 
proven 

To  overrule  all  man's  unrighteousness. 

And  these  poor  lepers  thus  He  chose  to  use 

As  fitting  instruments  of  His  great  will. 

'Twas  ever  thus,  the  poor,  the  weak,  the  mean, 
Are  more  beloved  than  they  of  greater  power 
And  riches ;  nay,  He  blesses  all  who  own 
Their  lost  estate,  how  they  are  wholly  vile ; 
How,  if  they  bide  them  by  their  offal  heaps, 
There  is  no  lot  but  death ;  how,  if  they  turn, 
And  seek  again  the  city,  death  is  there  ; 
Yet,  if  they  seize  the  hope  God  offers  free, 
And  bend  their  steps  toward  the  distant  camp, 
Where  they  had  thought  to  find  an  enemy, 
God  showers  blessings  o'er  them,  and  in  joy 
They  turn  to  spread  His  grace ;  ah !  woe  is  me 
That  even  then  man  doubts,  refusing  faith ; 
And  those  in  highest  places  least  do  trust 
God's  perfect  love ; 

It  was  without  the  walls 
Of  old  Jerusalem  that  Jesus  died 
Suspended  on  the  tree,  derided,  cursed, 
And  there  fulfilled  God's  will  and  prophecy. 
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'Twas  there  He  put  to  rout  the  Syrian  hosts, 
And  bent  and  brake  in  twain  the  bonds  of  death, 
And  opened  up  the  storehouse  of  His  heaven 
For  all  who  grasped  the  full  and  glorious  hope 
He  promised  Eve,  when  man  first  fell  by  sin ; 
Nor  did  He  come  as  king  or  conqueror, 
But  though  all  powerful,  took  lowly  form, 
Humbled  Himself,  and  dwelt  mid  poor  and  mean; 
For    as,    through    those   whom    man    did    most 

despise, 
He  chose  to  bless  a  great  and  mighty  throng, 
And  raise  up  kings  and  lords  at  their  poor  hand, 
So  'twas  His  will  to  shew  His  perfect  grace, 
By  living  in  the  humblest  poverty, 
And  dying  'mid  the  vilest;  thus  His  work 
Found  fullest  grace  with  God,  and  least  with  man. 
Redemption,  there  begun,  He  perfected; 
God's  Righteousness  proclaimed;  and  offered  wide 
Perfect  salvation,  through  a  perfect  Work: 
Silver  and  gold  and  raiment,  such  they  found 
Who  fearing  death  entered  the  Syrian  camp  ; 
Redemption,  Righteousness,  Salvation :  three 
Pure,  Holy  Gifts  await  the  anxious  soul 
Who  takes  the  leper's  place,  and  seeks  the  hill 
Where    dropped    the    atoning    blood    of    God's 

pure  Lamb ; 
Where,  "Once  for  All"  the  sacrifice  was  slain, 
Offered  to  God,  as  cleanser  from  all  guilt, 
And  there  accepted. 
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SAMARIA. 

Risen,  Glorious  Lord ! 
Scant  is  our  praise,  poor  the  best  songs  we  sing 
Yet  oh!  our  hearts  are  full;  for  Thou  hast  blest, 
And  saved  us  from  the  direst  famine  throes; 
Hast  filled  us  though  we  doubted  Thee.     Forgive 
O  Lord,  forgive  our  weak  unworthiness, 
And  keep  us  safely  folded  in  Thine  arms 
Till  we  arise,  and  leave  all  self  behind, 
To  dwell  with  Thee  and  sing  Thy  praise  for  aye 
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LOOK  UNTO  ME. 

Dear  child,  if  any  form  of  dread  appear, 
And  whisper  doubts  and  troubles  in  thine  ear, 
Look  unto  Me,  for  I  am  ever  near. 

Life  is  a  winding,  many-twisted  maze, 
Yet  will  I  guide  thee  till  the  end  of  days, 
To  shun  blind  alleys  for  the  straighter  ways. 

Look  unto  Me !    no  need  to  fear  or  doubt ; 
My  word  will  put  thy  gnawing  pains  to  rout; 
Heed  not  these  devils,  how  they  kiss  or  shout. 

Ah !      Life  is  many-panged,  with  joy  and  woe ; 
Live  then  for  Me:    thou  lovest  MeT" know ; 
For  thee,  I  lived,  child;    died  for  thee  below. 

Stretch  out  thine  hands  to  Me  if  Satan  come; 
H e  blinds  you,  child :  He  strives  to  make  you  dumb ; 
Yet  look  to  Me,  and  I  will  take  you  Home. 

Oh,  look  to  Me!    but  one  poor  look  I  ask, 
To  raise  thy  head  is  no  stupendous  task ; 
Yet  Satan  chides  thee  'neath  an  angePs  mask. 

Look  up  to  Me ;    doubt  not  and  take  no  heed 
For  what  in  aught  shall  fill  the  morrow's  need ; 
Pray  for  to-day,  and  on  My  blessings  feed. 
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Ah!    look  to  Me!    raise  up  that  drooping  head  ; 
I,  I  am  here,  when  other  hopes  be  dead  ; 
Give  up  the  world,  and  come  to  Me  instead. 

I  am  thy  Shepherd  now ;    child,  do  not  stray, 
Keep  in  My  fold,  seek  not  a  worldly  way; 
Keep  in  My  fold,  for  I  am  there  alway. 

Look  unto  Me,  and  I  will  take  thy  sighs, 
And  I  will  kiss  the  tears  from  out  thine  eyes ; 
Why  sighs  and  tears  when  thou  hast  paradise? 

Thou  lovest  Me  ?    all  Life  is  therefore  thine ; 
Canst,  knowing  this,  for  worldly  pleasures  pine? 
I  claim  thee,  child ;    I  claim  thee,  thou  art  Mine. 

The  way  is  narrow,  be  thy  heart  as  wide ; 
And  if  'tis  troubled,  call  on  Me  to  guide ; 
Thy  heart  is  full?      Oh!  let  Me  there  abide. 

Lie  down,  my  daughter,  lay  thee  down  to  rest ; 
And  lay  thy  wearied  head  upon  My  breast; 
Ask,  and  I  give  thee  there,  thine  each  request. 

Smile  then,  and,  with  My  hand,  I'll  smooth  thy 

frowns, 
There  is  no  happiness  in  worldly  crowns ; 
I  know  it,  child,  life  has  its  ups  and  downs. 

Good  night !  and  rest  with  Me,  the  world  defied  ; 

My  ways  are  beautiful,  walk  not  awide ; 

Cry,  u  Guide  me,  Master,"*T  am  Here  "To  guide. 
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************ 

LIFE'S  MIRROR. 

Come  where  sweet  Nature  mirror'd  lies ; 
Where  haunt  the  sylvan  butterflies, 
That  flit  from  feather'd  fern  to  rose, 
Amid  the  tangled  life  that  grows 
In  wreaths  and  masses  by  this  pool ; 
In  Summer's  heat  the  air  is  cool 
In  this  one  nook ;   and  here  I  stay 
Until  the  shadows  chase  the  day. 
I  watch  the  precious  gems  of  Life 
That  glitter  mid  its  dully  strife, 
And  glory  in  the  green-clad  sod, 
Lifting  my  silent  hymn  to  God. 

Here  heavy  bees  come  bumblingljome 
To  store  and  seal  the  serried  comb ; 
And  lazy  troutlets  lie  and  blink 
A  foot  beneath  the  ferny  Erink. 
Here  in  the  breaking  of  the  day 
The  doe  doth  trip  her  timid  way, 
Hither  she  comes  her  thirst  to  slake 
Ere  seeking  refuge  in  the  brake. 
Here,  watch  the  peeking  waterhen, 
With  fluffy  brood  of  nine  or  ten, 
Enjoy  the  shelter  of  the  reeds 
And  peck  for  food  among  the  weeds. 
The  pigeon  calls  his  answ'ring  mate 
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From  yonder  fir,  and  holds  debate 
At  even,  whither  at  the  dawn 
To  hie  them;   or  to  wood,  or  lawn; 
To  stubbled  field  or  copse  of  beech; 
Then  softly  cooing  each  to  each, 
Their  notes  grow  dim, — and  Nature  sleeps; 
And  the  still  Moon  her  vigil  keeps; 
She  loves  the  mirror  of  this  pond 
As  keen  she  peers  thro'  leaf  and  frond; 
And  all  beneath  her  eye  doth  nod, 
Kept  by  the  watchful  care  of  God. 
****** 
I  see  a  beauty  in  this  pond, 
A  subtle  glimpse  of  things  beyond 
This  passing  world  that  soon  must  end; 
I  see  the  ways  whereto  we  tend, 
The  realm  where  dwells  Eternal  Light, 
And  the  Abyss  of  ever  night ; 
Yet  oh!   the  faith  to  trust,  and  know 
The  end  whereto  my  soul  shall  go! 
For  now  the  pond  gleams  still  and  bright 
And  dazzles  me  with  shimm'ring  light; 
A  ray  too  keen  for  mortal  eyes; 
I  turn  and  seek  the  distant  skies 
To  revel  in  the  quiet  blue 
And  purpling  hills  that  edge  the  view; 
And  now  when  rested  for  the  while, 
I  turn  to  see  the  pond  asmile 
In  flecking  shadows,  ancTTgaze 
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Down  thro*  the  crystal  water-ways; 

And  here,  behold  the  pebbly  bed 

Reflect  the  sun  from  overhead; 

And  there,  tho'  every  power  I  strain, 

The  waters  depth  I  cannot  gain: 

Now  eddying  gusts  come  hurrying  down 

And  change  the  smile  into  a  frown, 

A  thousand  crinkling  creases  seam 

The  pond  that,  placid,  lay  adream, 

And  pearly  drops  my  mirror  dim 

As  down  they  dance  from  leaf  and  limb, 

Until  the  gloom  dispelling  ray 

Glints  thro*  the  glittering  dewy  way; 

A  sudden  glimpse  of  distant  Heaven, 

That  speaks  of  gifts  that  God  has  given; 

That  bids  us  cheer  thro'  gleam  and  gloom 

And  leave  for  aye  our  fallen  doom. 

I  see  a  glory  in  the  Rose 

Or  in  the  humblest  bud  that  grows, 

About  me ;    I  behold  a  Power 

Divine  in  every  leaf  and  flower; 

In  all  that  lives  and  breathes  I  see 

A  vision  of  Eternity. 

And  man  is  but  a  brainless  clod 

That  sees  not  here  the  touch  of  God. 

These  clouds  that  mar  the  perfect  scene, 
The  wind  that  chills  and  crisps  the  green, 
The  scorching  ray  that  droops  the  leaf, 
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The  blight  that  rots  the  golden  sheaf, 
The  flood  that  havocs  down  the  dell, 
Have  but  one  mournful  tale  to  tell. 
But,  as  I  sit  beside  the  pond 
And  mourn  the  past,  I  turn  beyond 
To  see  bright  Eden  ope'd  again, 
And  know  my  faith  is  not  in  vain. 
Shadows  may  clothe  us  for  to-day, 
Woven  in  dreams  of  man's  decay, 
But  here,  I  see  a  bright  to-morrow, 
yi  And  in  its  hopes  I  clothe  my  sorrow  ; 

"For  up  above  the  blackest  cloud 
That  wraps  us  in  its  dismal  shroud 
Dwells  the  full  sun;    and  if  we  seek 
The  summit  of  yon  dizzy  peak, 
Then  we  shall  feel  the  clouds  no  more, 
But  find  some  joys  man  knew  before 
He  sinned,  and  earned  God's  righteous  ire 
In  flaming  brands  of  judgement  fire; 
Yet  look!    there  is  no  need  to  seek 
The  summit  of  the  mountain  peak; 
For  lo !    the  rolling  clouds  disperse, 
And  into  Blessing  grows  the  Curse; 
The  veil  is  rent,  and  open  lies 
The  Heaven- way  to  Paradise ; 
The  heavy  gates  fly  open  wide, 
For  from  His  wounded,  pierced  side 
Has  flowed  the  ever  righteous  Blood, 
And  opened  the  strait  way  to  God. 
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A  CHILD'S  FAITH.         (fayf     i 

A  Parable.  i 

IT  was  a  murky,  muddy  day,  I 

The  rain  was  dripping  from  my  coat, 
The  fog  obscured  the  oft  trod  way, 

The  thick,  damp  air  closed  up  my  throat. 

I  heard  a  patter  on  the  flags 

And  turned,  to  see  a  tiny  mite, 
Clad  in  the  scantiest  threadbare  rags, 

Run  past  with  face  so  glad  and  bright. 

I  wondered,  had  this  little  thing 

No  sheltering  home,  no  hearts  to  love? 

And  as  I  mused,  I  heard  her  sing, 
"  How  happy  is  my  home  above." 

Tightly  she  clasped  the  tattered  shawl, 
To  hide  her  soaked  and  ragged  dress ; 

And  yet  I  heard  her  sing  through  all, 
"  I  have  a  robe  of  righteousness." 
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Then  down  a  narrow,  filthy  street, 
I  followed  her,  poor  little  wight ! 

And  though  the  mud  oozed  round  her  feet, 
She  gaily  sang,  "The  way  is  bright." 

The  rain  fell  thicker ;  and  the  fog 
Made  it  so  hard  to  see  one's  way, 

Yet  stumbling  through  the  slushy  bog, 
I  heard  her  sing,  "  Oh,  happy  day  ! " 

At  last  I  called,  "  My  little  maid, 
u  The  way  is  foul,  the  day  not  fine." 

"  Why  ?  all  is  bright,"  she  turned  and  said ; 
"  Since  I  am  His  and  He  is  mine." 

My  heart,  hast  thou  a  faith  like  this  ? 

To  see  Christ  in  the  cloud  and  storm, 
In  storms  to  feel  His  loving  kiss, 

In  cloud  and  mist  to  see  His  form  ? 
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DOUBT  IS  DEATH. 

Slowly  yet  surely  sinks  the  groaning  ship ; 
The  cruel  waters  lick  the  lower  ports, 
And  deep  within  the  iron  walls,  the  fight 
Of  hurrying  surging  furies  rages  full. 
The  tired  pumps  are  still ;  the  boats  are  down, 
Fast  filling  with  life-hungry  trembling  souls. 
Old  England's  discipline  has  conquered  well ; 
For  all,  it  seems,  have  left  the  ship  and  doom. 
E'en  now  the  last  boat  clears,  for  soon  the  wreck 
Will,  with  a  leaden  plunge,  be  lost  to  sight, 
And,  in  the  vortex  of  the  inrushing  streams, 
Aught  that  beside  her  floats  will  cling  to  her, 
And  share  her  fate.     So  the  last  cry  is  given 
To  ascertain  that  none  is  left,  and  lo ! 
Just  as  the  order  comes  to  pull  away, 
A  white  appealing  shawl  shakes  on  the  poop, 
And  a  shrill  woman's  voice  cries  out  for  help ; 
Quickly  response  is  given ;  the  backing  oars 
Force  the  well-laden  boat  to  the  narrowing  side. 
The  captain  stands  and  calls,  M  Leave  go  all  hold  I 
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44  Fall  quickly !  in  two  minutes  she  is  down ! 

44  Drop  quickly !  "     Yet  the  woman  clings  in  fear 

To  the  doomed  ship.     "Drop!  I  will  catch  you! 

Drop! 
"We  cannot  wait  a  moment  more ;  Drop  now!" 
Yet  no !  she  holds  the  rail,  afraid  to  fall 
From  what  she  feels,  tho'  knowing  there  her  fate, 
Thro*  what  she  feels  not ;  fearing  to  leave  hold, 
And  trust  her  lot  to  other  than  herself. 
The  sluggard  bow  heaves  gently  as  she  stays, 
Which  seeing,  the  sailors  pull  a  mighty  stroke, 
And  draw  the  boat  away  from  certain  death. 
For,  at  the  third  strong  stroke,  the  stern  has  leapt 
High  o'er  the  surface  of  the  hungry  sea, 
And  with  a  shudder,  bow  first,  down  she  dives 
Into  unknown  unfathomable  depths ; 
And  through  the  shrilling  of  the  escaping  steam 
A  piercing  shriek  is  heard,  and — all  is  still. 

Strong  arms  were  stretched  below  the  ship  of  death, 
Willing  to  grasp  and  eager  to  enfold 
The  trembling  woman,  who  thro'  some  mischance 
Delayed,  while  all  sought  safety  in  the  boats, 
Seeking  perchance  for  something  which  she  loved, 
Heedless,  alas !  of  what  the  search  would  cost. 
Strong  arms  were  stretched  to  her ;  and  yet  her  fear 
To  loosen  every  hold,  and  cast  herself 
Through  empty  air,  o'erpowered  her  love  of  life. 
She  gripped  the  old,  though  longing  for  the  new, 
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Yet  fearing  to  for  ever  leave  the  old 

In  one  quick  sudden  grasp  at  hovering  faith. 

Faith  would  have  saved  ;   and  oh  !  she  longed  for 

life! 
And  oh !  how  easy  'twould  have  been  to  live ! 
The  arms  outstretched  were  never  known  to  fail : 
Yet  she  had  doubted  them,  and  doubt  was  death ! 
The  others  sailed  the  seas  with  varying  winds, 
And  two  days  later  viewed  a  passing  sail, 

Which,  spying  them,  changed  course  and  wel- 
comed all 

To  friendly  cabins,  and  the  best  of  fare 
The  sea  could  boast  of.     And  of  all  the  crew 
And  passengers,  each  clasped  old  hands  at  home 
Save  one ! 

Ponder  full  well  the  little  tale, 
And,  when  you  realize  the  ship  is  doomed, 
Cling  not !  but  fall — into  the  outstretched  arms. 
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or  us  no  fleeting  worldly  fame, 
No  passing  glory  is  our  quest,       ry 
Contented  in  the  Saviour's  shame_      t 
To  dwell,  till  He  shall  bid  us  rest. 

With  God  down-watching  from  on  high, 
We'll  live  in  blissful  solitude 
And  happiness,  for  you  and  I 
Seek  not  the  bowing  multitude. 

Traditions  of  a  noble  race, 
And  distance-reaching  pedigrees, 
Shall  no  more  keep  their  wonted  place, 
Blazoned  on  our  phylacteries. 

Vanity  rules  the  human  thought ; 
,  Man  clings  to  any  heir-loom  pride ; 

Vllfadfo-  I  Yet'  darlin&  we  are  Heaven-taught 
V  r  '  That  He  in  all  should  be  our  guide. 

So  let  us  follow  in  His  train, 
Nor  shun  the  lowly  and  the  mean, 
But  look  beyond  Life's  misty  plain 
Beholding  Christ,  the  Nazarene. 
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THE  HERMIT. 

HE  lived  recluse ;  far  from  the  humming  wheel 
Of  business,  and  the  daily  roar  of  life : 
His  home  was  in  a  nook  of  mother  rock 
Unhewn  of  man,  but  carved  by  nature's  hands 
Into  a  close  recess,  and  o'er  it  trailed 
The  snaky  woodbine  ;  and  the  eglantine 
Added  its  odours  to  the  wild  wood  air. 
He  lived  recluse,  a  man  of  bitter  thoughts, 
And  harsh  convictions.     In  the  distant  years 
A  crime  had  crimsoned  him,  and  he  had  paid 
Full  penalty,  and  yet  the  deed  had  laid 
A  heavy  hand  upon  him,  and  it  lived 
Ever  within  him,  gnawing  at  his  heart. 
In  many  lands,  and  occupied  of  much, 
He  strove  to  lose  the  mem'ry  of  the  crime ; 
But  still  it  clung  to  him :  and  so  at  last, 
He  sought  for  rest  in  Holy  Mother  Church ; 
And,  on  advice,  he  left  the  world  behind, 
To  give  his  life  to  God  in  solitude. 
Within  the  grot  were  many  hand- wrought  things, 
A  crucifix,  and  praying-stool,  a  cross 
Half  worked  in  cunning  carvings,  and  as  well 
The  few  and  necessary  implements 
For  life  without  its  comforts, — nay  for  life 
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With  self-inflicted  blow  and  self- wrought  wound ! 
So  he  had  lived,  earnest  in  what  he  did 
Beyond  the  ways  of  many  who  rejoice 
In  greater  wisdom  of  the  will  of  God. 
Long  frequent  prayers,  as  frequent  punishment, 
Scarce  food,  made  scarcer  by  his  iron  will, 
Hard  nailed  sandals,  and  a  wood-plank  bed ! 
Such  was  his  lot !   and  earnest  hours  he  spent 
In  working  at  the  cross,  and  yet  the  crime 
Still  danced  before  him ;  and  at  such  a  time 
As  it  would  tempt  him  most,  then  would  he  draw 
Red  weals  of  blood  across  his  scarred  limbs 
With  knotted  cords.     He  lived  his  faith,  and  yet 
His  faith  seemed  unrelenting ;  and  he  gained 
Scant  comfort  from  the  lashes  or  the  beads. 
Thus  two  score  weary  years  were  dragged  along, 
And  soon,  he  knew,  must  come  the  final  call, 
To  find  him  still  a  prey  to  doubting  fear. 
Then,  on  a  day,  when  wandering  thro'  the  woods, 
Mumbling  his  prayers  with  quickly  crossing  hands, 
He  heard  a  voice,  and  turned,  yet  for  the  growth 
So  dense  around  him,  he  could  not  discern 
From  whence  it  came,  and  though  his  custom  was 
To  turn  and  hide  whene'er  a  soul  approached, 
Yet  now  some  force  impelled  him,  and  he  stood 
Listening,  and  then,  his  ears  guiding  his  eyes, 
He  saw  a  little  maiden  'neath  an  oak 
Some  twenty  paces  from  him,  and  with  care 
Approached,  and  seeing  her  more  fully,  found 
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Her  kneeling  on  the  green,  with  eyes  to  heaven, 

And  hands  upclasped ;  and  at  so  strange  a  sight 

He  stopped,  and  half  retreated ;  but  the  maid, 

Keen  eared,  heard  the  soft  step,  and  leaping  up, 

Stood  all  abashed  that  one  had  seen  her  so, 

And  cowered  on  beholding  such  a  form, 

Grim  visaged,  with  a  waist-deep  beard,  and  clothed 

In  sombre  ragged  robes  ;  yet  at  his  look 

She  gathered  courage,  and  with  sudden  flow 

Of  tears,  cried  sobbing,  "Oh,  sir!  I  am  lost; 

"  I  cannot  tell  which  way  to  make  for  home. 

"Oh,  help  me  sir!"    And  he,  unused  to  speak 

Save  in  long  dreary  Latin,  scarce  could  say 

A  word  of  comfort,  yet  he  drew  to  her, 

And  in  few  phrases  asked  her  of  her  name, 

Her  home,  her  parents,  and  how  she  had  strayed  ? 

She,  seeing  in  him  the  lone  holy  man 

Of  whom  she  oft  had  heard,  and  finding  him 

Kindly  intentioned,  gladly  told  him  all. 

Then  did  he  ask  her,  from  his  anxious  soul, 

How  he  had  found  her  kneeling  'neath  the  oak. 

She,  with  low  eyes  made  answer,  "Sir,  I  prayed 

"To  God  to  guide  me  in  the  way,  or  send 

"Someone  to  help  me,  and  my  prayer  was  heard." 

And  to  his  further  asking,  "Sir,  I  pray 

"  Whene'er  I  am  in  want,  but  you,  sir,  know 

"Better  than  I  to  pray;  and  surely  God 

"  Will  give  you  some  high  place  in  heaven  ?"  and  he 

Turning  was  choked,  and,  'neath  the  A*flffy  luls» 
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Tears  fought  his  will,  and  yet  he  drove  them  back, 

And  asked  again  the  measure  of  her  faith. 

Then,  in  the  overflowing  of  her  heart, 

She  told  the  tale  so  old,  yet  ever  new ; 

And  he,  all  ears,  indrank  her  eagerness, 

Asking,  and  being  answered ;  and  she  told 

Of  scarlet  sins  made  white  as  driven  snow ; 

Of  the  atonement,  and  the  debt  full  paid ; 

Of  the  last  Sacrifice,  u  There  is  no  more," 

She  said,  "for  us  to  do,  for  all  is  done." 

Then  somewhat  shamed  that  she  should  thus  have 

spoken 
To  such  a  holy  man,  she  ceased  at  once, 
And  shyly  said,  M  But,  sir,  you  know  this  well, 
"  For,  so  they  say,  your  life  is  given  to  God." 
Yet  as  a  stone  he  stood,  unmoved,  unmoving ; 
For  deep  within  a  sudden  conflict  raged, 
And  Faith,  the  silver  angel  Faith,  appeared 
Thro'  the  dark  veil  of  years  ;  and  as  he  stood, 
The  cursing  mem'ry  of  the  crime  grew  dim, 
And  a  sweet  comfort  drave  it  from  his  soul, 
And  gave  him  joy  and  rest,  such  as,  for  years, 
He,  in  his  solitude,  had  sought  in  vain ; 
Nay!  more  than  he  had  sought!  and  as  she  watched 
She  heard  a  sob  of  joy,  and  saw  his  eyes 
Light  up,  and  all  his  face  abeam  with  peace. 


He  took  her  gently  to  the  homeward  road 
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THE    HERMIT. 

And  left  her  with  a  blessing — then  he  turned 
And  sought  his  cavern  home,  and  for  the  night 
He  knelt  in  prayer  and  praise,  with  idle  beads ; 
And  with  the  dawn,  a  spire  of  smoke  arose 
From  by  the  cave,  and  a  small  fire  blazed, 
Fed  with  the  crucifix  and  praying  stool, 
The  penance  bed,  the  sharp  nailed  shoes,  and  all 
The  vain  inventions  of  a  faithless  church. 
All  things  were  new ;  the  old  things  passed  away ; 
But,  by  the  oak,  he  left  the  half  wrought  cross, 
In  mem'ry  of  the  preaching  of  a  child,        ,» 
And  of  the  sudden  passing  of  his  crime.       j 
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SHALL  I  IN  WEAKNESS. 

Shall  I  in  weakness  step  from  rock  to  sand, 
Forgetting  faith  or  losing  it  the  while  ? 
Shall  I  turn  back  upon  His  guiding  hand, 

And  lose  assurance  through  the  tempter's  guile  ? 
Shall  buried  years,  spent  Christless,  bring  their  load 

To  overburden  my  too  faltering  trust, 
And  leave  me  helpless  in  a  darkened  road, 
r      Where  even  gold  is  fogged  and  blurred  with  rust? 
Oh,  say  not  I  have  lived  a  life  of  wrong, 

Of  hours  misspent,  of  years  when  self  held  sway, 
'Tis  not  my  deeds  that  I  should  dwell  among, 

Nor  seek  for  heaven  in  my  self-trod  way. 
Nay,  nay,  though  faith  grow  dim  with  my  last  hours, 

May  I  see  Christ  as  Faithful  and  as  True, 
And  when  the  death-cloud  o'er  me  fainting  lowers, 

Veil  self  and  keep  Him  only  in  my  view. 
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THE  STAR'S  ARISING. 

Away  with  the  shackles  of  sin! 
Away  with  the  burdens  of  care! 
Away  with  the  world  and  the  pleasures  therein ! 
For  the  Master  arise  and  prepare  I 

Away  with  the  pain  and  the  loss ! 

Away  with  all  sorrow  and  fear! 

They  exist  in  our  past,  and  we  count  them  but  dross, 

For  our  Daystar  is  soon  to  appear. 

Away  with  the  darkness  of  night  I 

Away  with  the  gloom  of  decay ! 

We  are  born  of  the  day,  and  we  wait  for  the  light, 

And  to  dwell  with  the  Saviour  alway. 

Prepare !    for  the  day  is  at  hand 

When  the  Lover  shall  come  for  His  bride ; 

When  the  Captain  shall  call,  and  shall  welcome 
His  band, 

Into  Heaven  to  enter — and  bide. 


Then  away  from  the  earth  and  its  grief! 
From  its  loss  and  its  tears  and  its  pain, 
Away  to  our  Home,  our  blest  Home  of  relief, 
In  the  light  of  God's  love  to  remain. 
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A  MORNING  HYMN. 

The  day  has  dawned,  and  we  arise 
Our  daily  duties  to  fulfil; 
But  first  we  lift  our  grateful  eyes 
To  Him  who  guards  us  from  all  ill. 

J        O  Lord,  we  thank  Thee  for  Thy  love 

Which  has  preserved  usjhro'  the  night, 
And  now  we  pray  Thee,  ere  we  move 
Into  the  world,  for  guiding  light. 

The  world,  O  Lord!    is  dark  and  drear; 

Our  paths  in  tortuous  valleys  lie, 
We  love  to  feel  Thee  ever  near, 

To  know  Thee  ever  standing  by. 

Thou,  Lord,  hast  promised  ;  and  we  know 
Thee  ever  faithful  to  Thy  Word; 

And  while  we  wander  here  below 

So  long  Thou'lt  guard  us  Loving  Lord. 

Yet  we  are  prone  to  fear  and  doubt; 

So  weak  our  faith,  so  scant  our  trust, 
We  pray  Thee  put  our  fears  to  rout, 

Hide  from  our  eyes  each  sinful  lust. 
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A   MORNING   HYMN. 

E'en  now  we  thank  Thee  for  Thy  strength 
In  our  poor  weakness  perfected; 

And  crave  for  more,  until  at  length 
Our  days  upon  this  earth  be  sped. 

Whether  we  fall  to  dust,  or  hear 
Thy  blessed  voice  that  bids  us  rise, 

We  know  that  Thou  art  ever  near, 

That  Thou  wilt  guard  our  wand'ring  eyes. 

We  thank  Thee,  Saviour,  yet  again, 
For  wants  so  wondrously  supplied, 

And  most  we  thank  Thee  for  the  gain 
We  have  in  Thee  as  crucified. 

So,  Lord,  in  all  we  bless  Thy  Name, 
Sweetest  of  names  our  tongue  can  tell, 

And  glory  in  a  Christian  shame^ 
Content  in  Thee  for  aye  to  dwell. 
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EVENING  PRAISE. 

e  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  all  Thy  love, 
For  mercies  shower'd  from  above ; 
We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  wondrous  grace 
In  dying  for  our  sinful  race. 
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The  sun  has  set;    the  day  is  done; 
The  hour  of  rest  and  peace  begun ; 
Be  Thou  for  ever  near  us  Lord, 
And  bless  us  through  Thy  Holy  Word. 

And  as  we  lay  our  heads  to  rest, 
Then  let  us  think  how  Thou  hast  blest 
Thy  stubborn  children;    and  hast  died 
To  save  us  from  the  judgement-tide. 

Now  bid  us  Lord  our  rest  to  share 
Beneath  Thy  wing,  and  shadowing  care; 
To  close  our  weary  eyes  in  sleep 
Whilst  Thou  o'er  us  Thy  watch  dost  keep. 

Held  in  Thine  everlasting  arms, 
Oh !  free  us,  Lord,  from  all  alarms ! 
Let  us,  awake  or  sleeping,  lie 
Upon  Thy  breast  Eternally. 
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ON  REVELATION   XIX, 

To  the   Faithful  and  True,   to   the    Lord   of 
creation, 
Omnipotent,  Powerful,  lift  up  your  voices  ; 
For  unto  our  Saviour  belongeth  Salvation, 
And  Glory,  and  Honour;    Let  him  who  rejoices 
Rejoice  in  the  Lord !    Let  both  smaller  and  greater 
Lift  loud  Alleluias  to  Heaven  like  thunder, 
To  thlTLamb,  to  the  Wonderful  Mighty  Creator, 
Who    hath    broken    our   bonds  and   our  fetters 

asunder. 
Alleluia !    again  Alleluia !     He  reigneth  ! 
The  Bride  is  array'd  in  her  glory  transcendent; 
No  longer  in  solitude  lone  she  remaineth, 
No  longer  on  any  save  Jesus  dependent; 
In  Righteousness  clad  she  is  ready  to  greet  Him ; 
Is  ready  to  sing  of  His  glory  for  ever; 
No  longer  for  aught  shall  she  bend  to  entreat  Him, 
For  yonder  in  Heav'n  there  exists  naught  to  sever, 
E'en  tho'  for  a  moment,  the  wondrous  communion 
She  prays  for,  she  longs  for!    Oh!    Blest,   thou 

elected 
As  bride  of  the  Lamb,  in  thy  wonderful  union 
With  Him  whom  men  spurned,  and  cast  out,  and 

rejected. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  CENTURY. 

The  century,  in  travail  of  a  war, 
Is  laid  to  rest  mid  shrieks  of  lead  and  steel; 
Dies  in  the  fulness  of  the  battle's  roar, 
While  the  world's  banners  in  fierce  conflict  reel. 

So  sinks  the  century,  tortured  to  its  death, 
Amid  the  din  of  war;    and  fearful  deeds 
Rack  its  last  hours,  and  smother  its  last  breath 
In  blood,  all  heedless  of  the  Peace  that  pleads. 

The  quaking  thunders  close  around  its  bed 
Echoing  the  wails  and  shrieks  of  those  bereft ; 
The  whistling  hurricane  of  steel  and  lead, 
Remorseless,  seeks  some  heart  as  yet  not  cleft. 

On  sea  the  battles  rage,  and  the  blue  skies 
Grow  dark  and  frown  with  the  increasing  cloud ; 
The  sun  scarce  sees  how  hard  the  decade  dies 
So  dense  the  texture  of  its  wrapping  shroud. 

The  Terror-king,  the  Prince  of  misery, 
Reigns  from  the  rising  of  the  morning  star 
To  the  far  region  where  the  sun  doth  lie, 
And  mourn  the  horrors  of  the  fearful]  war; 
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THE   END   OF  THE   CENTURY. 

And  these  are  nations  to  whom  God  has  giv'n 
His  Holy  Word !    for  whom  He  sent  His  Son 
To  die — to  ope  the  closed  gates  of  Heav'n, 
That  all  might  enter  when  His  Work  was  done. 

And  these  are  nations  who  themselves  proclaim, 
To  be  His  people!    followers  of  God! 
Who  bade  all  "Live  at   Peace." 

Alas!    His  Name 
Is  named  in  paths  which  Jesus  never  trod. 

Is  this  the  incense  Christians  give  to  God? 
And  to  the  Loving  Shepherd  of  His  sheep? 
The  smoke  of  cannons,  and  the  reek  of  blood, 
'Mid  roars  that  shake  the  earth  and  rock  the  deep. 

Yet  are  there  those  who  love  His  Holy  Word, 
And  shun  the  tumult  of  the  appalling  fight; 
Who  know  His  promise,  and  await  their  Lord, 
Who  soon  shall  take  them  to  Eternal  Light. 

These  see  in  all  around  the  wondrous  signs 
Ordain'd  to  thus  fulfil  God's  prophecy, 
Ere  comes  the  final  plan  of  His  designs, 
When  those  who  love  this  world  of  sin  shall  die. 

Turn  then!    Oh,  turn  ye  to  the  King  of  Peace! 
And,  with  your  armies,  swell  His  happy  throng ; 
For  soon  the  loving  call  of  God  shall  cease; 
The  portals  close,  that  wide  have  hung  so  long. 
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ON   READING  WORDSWORTH'S 
"THE   VIRGIN." 

WE  had  not  plucked  the  reeds  without  the 
spring, 
Nor  quaffed  the  freshing  crystal  of  the  stream ; 
Without  the  spring,  'twere  but  some  flighting  dream 
To  praise  its  waters !     Let  the  poet  sing 
Of  stars  when  clouds  disperse,  for  Fancy's  wing 
Soars  beyond  Reason,  if  it  be  not  held 
To  Truth  revealed  ;  the  earth  has  ne'er  beheld, 
Since  Satan's  triumph,  any  perfect  thing 
In  all  mankind,  save  perfectness  in  Christ ! 
O  Mary,  wert  thou  here,  would'st  not  resent 
Man's  adoration,  sinfully  misspent 
On  thee,  infirm  and  mortal !     Lo  !  the  soul 
Prefers  to  blindly  grope  towards  the  goal ! 
Wert  here,would'st  thou  not  moan  that  He  sufficed? 
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GOD'S    LOVE. 

God's   Love   I   sing;    full  well   I    know   His 
Love! 
'Tis  mine  to  praise  with  an  eternal  song 
His  glorious  Gift,  which,  from  His  throne  above, 
He  thus  has  sent  to  earth,  and  placed  among 
His  sinful  creatures,  bidding  them  accept, 
And,  in  accepting,  lose  the  weighing  load 
Of  all  past  follies,  and  erase  the  stain 
Of  every  sin  with  its  accrueing  pain, 
And  enter  on  the  wondrous  Heaven-road, 
Leaving  their  miry  lair,  where  erst  they  slept. 
This  Gift  I  sing!     For  paths  which  once  I  trod 
I  know  no  more ;   for  He  my  feet  has  placed 
In  the  One  Way;   All  former  things  effaced, 
I  journey  on  towards  the  Realm  of  God. 
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THOU  WILT   PROVIDE. 

Lord,  in  the  Spring  and  Winter  of  our  life, 
Up  its  short  flow  and  down  its  ebbing  tide, 
Comfort  and  peace  to  crown  the  daily  strife 
Thou  wilt  provide. 

Thro'  the  long  night  of  waiting  and  desire, 
Tho*  deep  the  gloom  that  whelms  on  every  side, 
Be  this  the  hope  to  strengthen  and  inspire; 
Thou  wilt  provide. 

Thou  hast  provided  an  Eternal  Rest 
So  we  rejoice  tho'  for  a  season  tried, 
Yet  balm  to  soothe  the  anguish  of  the  test 
Thou  wilt  provide. 

Yea  till  the  end  when  time  shall  cease  to  be, 
Thy  living  Word  the  beacon  flame  will  guide 
And  toil-less  peace  beyond  life's  stormy  sea 
Thou  wilt  provide. 
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THE  JEWEL. 

Oh,  Mother,  Mother,  the  bells  are  ringing, 
And  the  birds  are  winging 
Their  homeward  way ; 
And  the  sun  is  setting, 
And  the  grey  mists  netting 

The  end  of  the  bay : 
All  o'er  the  earth's  round  drowsy  breast, 
'Tis  time  to  rest:   'tis  time  to  rest. 

Oh,  Mother,  Mother,  I've  found  a  jewel 
Where  the  waves  are  cruel 

And  the  clefts  are  deep; 
And  the  rocks  are  jagged ; 
And  the  seaweeds  ragged 

Do  hang  and  weep. 
Ah,  Mother,  dear,  how  glad  am  I, 
For  hundreds  looked  and  passed  it  by. 

I  watched  them  passing,  crying,  laughing, 
Or  boist'rous  chaffing; 

Some  searching  gold, 
Some  seeking  treasure, 
All  courting  pleasure; 
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THE  JEWEL. 

Some  faint,  some  bold ; 
Some  turning,  looked  and  saw  the  gem, 
And  yet  it  seemed  as  dross  to  them. 

And  so  I  bent  and  grasped  the  jewel 
Where  the  waves  were  cruel, 

And  the  waters  deep, 
And  the  rocks  were  jagged, 
And  the  seaweeds  ragged 

Did  sigh  and  weep. 
Ah,  Mother  dear,  how  glad  am  I 
That  when  I  looked,  I  pass'd  not  by. 

Oh,  Mother,  Mother,  my  heart  grew  stronger, 
For  the  clefts  no  longer 

Were  jagg'd  and  steep; 
And  the  angry  ocean 
Forgot  its  motion, 

And  fell  asleep. 
And  where  the  dripping  weed  had  grown 
A  spray  of  dew-crown'd  rose  was  blown. 

I  clasped  my  gem,  oh  tightly,  tightly, 
And  lo!   so  brightly 

There  where  it  lay 
Shone  out  another! 
Oh,  Mother,  Mother, 

Do  not  delay, 
But  run  and  take  this  wond'rous  jewel, 
Where  the  rocks  were  jagged  and  the  breakers 
cruel. 
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Oh,  Mother,  Mother,  Til  guide  you  thither, 
For  seaweeds  wither 

And  breakers  roar, 
And  rocks  look  steeper 
And  clefts  look  deeper 

On  many  a  shore. 
Oh,  let  me  guide  your  doubting  eyes 
To  where  the  beauteous  jewel  lies. 

Look !  look !   down  at  your  feet,  dear  Mother, 
There  lies  the  other. 

Stretch  out  your  hand — 
What!  see  you  nothing 
Save  wavelets  frothing 

In  wThispering  sand? 
Cannot  you  see  a  gem  so  fair? 
There  at  your  feet:   'tis  there,  His  there. 
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CONFESSION. 

11  He  that  is  washed  needeth  not  save  to  wash  his  feet:  but  is 
clean  every  whit"    John  xiii.  10. 

I  \  J  ash  Thou  my  feet,  oh  Lord,  how  foul  the 

When  I,  forgetting  Thee,  do  leave  Thy  side; 
And,  for  the  moment,  foolishly  do  stray 
Into  the  road  that  stretches  far  and  wide; 
Now  I  return  and  lovingly  entreat, 

II  Lord,  Master,  bend,  and  wash  my  soiled  feet." 

Oh  Lord,  the  joy  to  rest  beneath  Thy  wing! 
To  hear  Thy  tender  voice  that  calls  me  Thine, 
Yet  oh !   how  oft  I've  stray 'd  and  had  to  bring 
A  load  of  sins  to  Thee,  oh  Saviour  mine, 
Back  to  Thee  now  I  tearfully  retreat, 
And  sob,  "  Oh  Jesus  Lord,  wash  Thou  my  feet." 

Lord  I  am  clean,  washed  in  the  precious  blood 

Which  Thou  didst  shed  for  me,  when  far  away ; 

For  me  from  cruel  wounds,  Salvation's  flood 

Poured  out  to  cleanse,  and  all  my  debts  to  pay 

And  yet  I  strayed!  returning,  I  repeat, 

41  Lord,  I   am  foul ;    bend  Thou,  and  wash   my 
feet." 
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CONFESSION. 

Oh,  joy  and  bliss  to  know  that  Thy  strong  arm 
Will  never  fail  me:   What  tho'  all  deride 
Thy  grace  suffices ;  Thou  my  Shield  from  harm ; 
Let  me  not  stray  again  from  Thy  dear  side; 
For  now  I  hear  Thy  whisper  soft  and  sweet, 
u  Child,  thou  art  clean,  for  I  have  washed  Thy 
feet." 
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ASSURANCE. 

OH  soul  !   bring  forth  thy  sacrifice  of  praise  ! 
Oh  lips !    ope  wide   my  joyous  hymn  to 
raise 
Tow'rd  highest  Heaven ;    where  seated  on   His 

throne 
Thy  Lord  accepteth  honour  as  His  own. 

Bells  of  my  heart,  ring  out  in  joyous  peal! 
For  Christ  my  Saviour,  'neath  unarmed  heel, 
Hath  trodden  into  dust  mine  enemy, 
And  from  those  chafing  chains  hath  set  me  free. 

Sing  out  my  soul !    yet  cease  awhile  to  tell 
Of  God's  vast  wrath,  which,  in  its  fulness,  fell 
On  God's  own  Son  ;   of  judgement's  roaring  flood 
Checked,  and  whirled  back  from  man  by  Jesu's 
blood. 

Erstwhile  what  gloom,  what  misery  were  mine! 
Fetter'd  I  walked,  and  fetter'd  did  recline 
Where  Satan  bade  me,  yet  I  thought  him  God, 
And  deemed  my  feet  in  paths  which  saints  had 
trod. 
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ASSURANCE. 

My  life  was  fogg'd  with  doubts,  in  doubt  loom'd 
death.    —  m ,    __ 

My  sun  was  mist-enclosed,  until  a  breath, 

Breath'd  of  God's  lips,  blew  mists  and  doubts 
away; 

And  I  first  saw  the  radiance  of  God's  day. 

And  now  I  have  the  assurance  of  my  Lord, 

Proclaimed  to  all  in  the  Undying  Word, 

And  doubt  no  more ;   For  Christ  would  have  me 
shew 

That,  now  assured,  I  tell  of  things  I  know. 

And  this  I  know,  my  Saviour's  boundless  grace 
(7  Which  gives  the  vilest  vagabond  a  place 
/  Which  angels  covet.      And  I  know  still  more 
How  Jordan  past,  I  dwell  on  yonder  shore. 

Sing  out  my  soul!    and  tell  of  Jesu's  love, 
Which  wide  has  oped  the  gates  of  Heaven-trove ; 
And  bid  man  think,  ere  yet  his  sands  be  run, 
How  Christ,  for  man,  the  fight  has  fought  and  won. 
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SING  FROM  A  HEART  FULL  OF 
LOVE. 

Sing,  sing  from  a  heart  full  of  love! 
Sing  in  the  fulness  of  praise! 
Sing,  sing  of  the  glory  above, 
That  awaits  at  the  end  of  thy  days! 

Sing,  sing  of  the  love  that  is  true! 

Sing  of  the  gift  that  is  free! 
Tell,  tell  the  old  tale  ever  new! 

Bid  the  blind  eyes  look  and  see! 

Sing,  sing  of  the  fight  which  He  fought! 

Sing  of  the  Victor,  the  Lord! 
Tell,  tell  how  the  lost  one  He  sought! 

Jesus,  the  Blest;  the  Adored! 

Sing,  sing  when  the  sky  is  o'ercast! 

Sing  in  the  gold  of  the  sun! 
Sing,  for  the  doubt  and  the  danger  are  past, 

Sing,  for  the  battle  is  won! 
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BY   FAITH. 

"  Ye  are  come  unto  an  holy  Zion"    Heb. 

ON  Zion's  holy  mount  I  stand, 
One  of  the  glad,  victorious  band 
Made  conquerors  by  the  mighty  hand, 
The  loving  hand  of  Jesus. 

Jordan  is  cros't,  the  foaming  wave 
Roars  far  behind ;   the  gaping  grave 
Has  no  dread  pow'r;   since  He  who  gave 
His  life  for  ours  was  Jesus. 

I  stand  on  Zion  and  rejoice 
To  tell  of  how  I  heard  His  voice 
Bidding  me  make  the  better  choice, 
And  give  up  all  for  Jesus. 

Now  none  from  me  my  gift  can  take, 
Tho*  Satan  strives  my  love  to  shake; 
For  on  the  Rock  that  ne'er  can  break 
I  stand,  and  dwell  in  Jesus. 

And  now,  tho'  wandering  here  to-day, 
By  faith  I  see  the  love-lit  way 
To  Heav'n,  and  hear  the  Spirit  say 
"Soon  shalt  thou  be  with  Jesus." 
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A  REQUEST, 

IF  that  last  Sleep  should  lay  caressing  hands 
About  my  soul,  and   I  should  hear  the  call 
Bidding  me  rise  to  seek  the  land  I  love; 
Then  would  I  ask  thee,  as  with  my  last  breath, 
My  friend,  to  heed  me ;   and  if  thou'rt  my  friend 
Thou'lt  prove  it  in  the  heeding;   heed  me  then. 

Mind  not  old  Custom,  though  he  chide  thee  sore ; 
For  Custom  and  the  World   are  friends;    come 

then, 
And  show  them  plainly  that  they  are  not  ours! 
Aside  with  dim-hued  stole  and  sombre  garb: 
Leave  them  for  those  who  mourn  in  ignorance 
Of  all  beyond  the  grave;   who  can  but  hope 
In  doubt,  that  on  some  dimly-distant  day 
Perchance  they'll  meet  again  those  passed  away. 
Mourn  me  not  thus :   'twere  mockery  indeed 
For  Christian  so  to  mourn  a  brother  gone 
To  that  sweet  land  we  doubt  not  of,  but  know 
So  well :   Within,  if  any  tender  feelings  lurk, 
Let  them  resolve  themselves  to  silent  tears 
In  the  still  chamber  of  thy  heart;    nor  splash 
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A    REQUEST. 

Them  in  man's  fullest  gaze ;   but  count  the  pain 

As  sacred,  and  as  sacred  guard  its  child. 

Think  not  u  He  will  not  know ; "  nor  deem  him 
wrong 

Because  the  world  condemns  him.    He  is  Christ's, 

And  'tis  the  world  that  crucified  its  Lord. 

Does  Sorrow  lie  within  the  dusky  folds 

Of  rich  cashmere  and  crape  ?  Nay ;  Sorrow's  home 

Is  deep  within  the  heart.     Count  me  asleep, 

And  wait  the  morn  when  I  from  sleep  shall  wake, 

And  we  shall  meet  once  more ;   Say  not  of  me 

"Oh!   had  I  pass'd,  and  he  were  left  behind, 

"  He    would    have    left    me    thus,    unmourned, 
unwept ; " 

For  'twere   untrue;    he   would   have   wept   and 
mourned 

In  sacred  silence,  holding  thee  full  dear, 

As  long  as  he  could  link  the  happy  past 

With  present ;  yet  would  he  have  thought  as  well, 

The  past  is  preface  but  of  days  to  come; 

And  then,  oh  joy!   to  greet  the  glorious  morn 

When  child   and   parent,  and   when   friend  and 
friend 

Shall  weld   the   severed  links,  and  meet  in  love 

Unending,  pure,  unsullied,  without  shadow, 

Around  the  feet  of  our  blest  King  of  Peace. 


53 


************ 


AWAKE. 

Awake  !   awake !   for  the  dawn  is  nigh ; 
There  are  golden  tints  in  the  eastward  sky ; 
And  down  from  above  comes  the  ringing  cry, 
"Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death." 

Awake!   awake!   for  the  dusky  night 
Dispels  in  the  glim  of  the  growing  light; 
Awake  to  the  dawn  of  thy  heart's  delight, 
Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 

Oh  wake;   awake!  for  the  hour  is  near; 
Away  with  the  bonds  of  a  gnawing  fear, 
For  the  Master  comes  and  He  bids  us  cheer; 
Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 

Awake  from  the  dreams  of  a  worldling  sleep, 
For  the  sun's  first  ray  mid  the  shades  doth  peep, 
And  the  Shepherd  descends  to  claim  His  sheep ; 
Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 

Awake!   awake  to  the  trump  of  God; 
Let  them  wake  who  sleep  'neath  the  dewy  sod ; 
Let  the  saints  awake,  who  His  path   have  trod; 
Awake;  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 
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AWAKE. 

Awake!   oh  wake  from  your  sleep  of  sin, 
Ye  who  love  the  world  and  the  lusts  therein, 
Who  have  left  the  Saviour  without  the  inn; 
Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 

Oh!  be  not  afraid  ye  who  know  His  love, 
For  His  Home  is  yours  in  the  courts  above; 
But  ye  who  refuse  His  grace  to  prove 
Oh  wake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death. 

Awake!  awake!  for  the  dawn  is  nigh, 
There  are  gleams  of  gold  in  the  eastern  sky, 
And  down  from  the  throne  comes  the  ringing  cry, 
"Awake!  for  to  sleep  is  Death." 
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"HE  GAVE  HIS  LIFE  FOR  ME." 

The  fury  of  the  storm-wind  and  the  roaring 
of  the  wave, 
The  weakness  of  the  feeble  and  the  power  of 

the  brave, 
The  happiness  of  Heaven  and  the  terror  of  the 

grave 
Are  in  His  hands  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 

Tho'  loud  may  roar  the  thunders  in   the  rent 

and  ragged  sky, 
Tho*    the   timbers   of    the    ship    may   groan    in 

horrid  agony, 
Tho*  terror-stricken  men  may  quail  in  fear,  yet 

will  not  I ! 
For  I  trust  in  Him  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 

I  am  weaker  than  the  weakest  when  my  eyes 

to  self  are  cast, 
There  is  horror  in  the  thunder,  there  is  terror 

in  the  blast, 
But  when  I  look  to  Jesus,  then   all  doubts  and 

fears  are  past, 
For  He  bids  me  rest  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 
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"he  gave  his  life  for  me." 

He  rules  the  vivid   lightnings,  He   directs   them 

from  above 
And  would  have  us  know  them  harmless  as  the 

timid,  tender  dove; 

He  would  never  have   us  fear,  for  there   exists 
no  fear  in  love, 

And  He  loved  me  well,  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 

Tho'    the    mountains    may    spit    fire,    tho'    the 
earth  be  rent  and  quake, 

Tho*    the    howling    of    the    tempest    may    the 
stoutest-hearted  shake, 

Yet  I  pray  that  I  may  never  fail;    God  grant  it 

for  the  sake 
Of  the  Blessed  One  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 

I   entrust  my  soul,   my  body,   and   my  all   into 
His  care, 

And   nothing  that    I    have   without    my   Master 
will  I  share; 

While  I  live  and  breathe,  O   Father,  Thou  wilt 
hear  my  earnest  prayer: 

May  I  live  for  Him  who  gave  His  Life  for  me. 
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DAY    DAWN. 

The  hour  is  close  at  hand  when  we  shall  rise 
To  meet  the  One  we  love  beyond  the  skies ; 
Beyond  the  ken  of  earth,  beyond  its  pain, 
Beyond  its  loss,  beyond  its  paltry  gain. 

Near  is  the  moment  when  God's  trump  shall  sound 
To  summon  all  who  peace  in  Christ  have  found; 
All  who  His  name  have  from  their  hearts  confess'd, 
To  leave  earth's  toiling  for  the  realm  of  rest. 

Our  time  is  nearly  sped;  the  dawn  is  nigh 
When  God's  own  radiance  shall  engild  our  sky; 
When  we  shall  see  Him  as  He  is,  ancTwe 
Shall  in  a  glorious  moment  be  as  He. 

And  thou — who  hast  disdained  thy  Maker's  love, 
Wilt  thou  remain  man's  stubborness  to  prove? 
And  count  God's  Christ  unworthy  of  thy  heart, 
Who  gave  His  all  that  thou  might'st  share  a  part  ? 

Still  there  is  time;  the  gate  still  open  lies; 
Still  may'st  thou  go  to  gain  th'eternal  prize; 
To-morrow — think, — oh  thou  of  faith  bereft — 
We  may  be  taken :   thou,  poor  sinner,  left ! 
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DAY    DAWN. 

Yet  our  dear  Lord,  on  Calvary  crucified, 
Full  ransom  paid,  God's  justice  satisfied ; 
And  brake  in  twain  the  bonds  that  held  us  fast, 
And  opened  Heaven  to  our  gaze  at  last. 

Lo!  now  He  comes,  clad  in  His  glorious  might, 
The  Lord  of  Love,  the  Lord  of  Life  and  Light ! 
To  claim  His  own  who  on  Him  have  relied, 
Who  know  Him  coming  who  for  them  has  died. 
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FIGHT  THE  GOOD   FIGHT. 

Oh!   fight  the  fight  for  Jesus: 
What  fights  He  fought  for  you! 
Be  true  to  Him,  your  Captain, 
As  He  to  you  was  true. 

Oh!   fight  the  fight  for  Jesus, 
Tread  down  the  path  He  trod; 

The  Right  shall  be  your  breast-plate, 
Your  shield  the  Word  of  God. 

Fight  on  through  all  for  Jesus, 

Nor  fear  the  fiery  darts 
Sped  fiercely  by  the  Tempter 

To  pierce  unguarded  hearts. 

On!   on!  to  war  for  Jesus; 

For  Satan  says  u  Delay." 
Put  on  the  Gospel  sandals 

To  speed  you  on  your  way. 

On ;   on  to  fight  for  Jesus, 

With  pow'r  the  Word  to  wield; 

Put  off  the  blows  of  Satan 
With  Faith,  your  shining  shield. 
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FIGHT  THE   GOOD   FIGHT. 

Fight  with  your  hearts  for  Jesus ; 

Nor  weary  of  the  fray 
Until  the  Master  cometh 

On  that  great  triumph-day. 

And  then  shall  ring  "  Hosannas," 
Oh!   gladly  we  shall  sing, 

And  praise  thro'out  the  ages 
Our  Prophet,  Priest  and  King. 
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THE  CITY  OF  TEARS. 

Jerusalem,  forsaken! 
Mourns  bitterly  alone; 
Her  sons  have  all  been  taken 
To  lands  before  unknown; 
She  mourns  her  fallen  glory, 

She  mourns  her  beauty  lost, 
Rejecting  still  the  story 
We  love  and  prize  the  most. 

She  weeps  in  desolation, 

Unloving,  without  love; 
The  centre  of  God's  nation 

Has  dared  God's  wrath  to  prove; 
Widow'd,  cast  down,  rejected, 

Her  wailings  seek  the  skies 
"O  King,  so  long  expected, 

"Come!    bid  Thy  Zion  rise." 

Oh!    Broken-hearted  Zion, 
The  Desolate,  the  Spurned! 

No  breast  hast  thou  to  cry  on, 
Thou  from  thine  Own  hast  turned; 

For  thee  He  left  God's  presence 
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THE   CITY  OF  TEARS. 

Whom  thou  didst  curse,  reject! 
The  Godhead's  very  Essence, 
The  Hope  of  God's  elect. 

Yet  tho'  thou  hast  denied  Him 

And  slain  Him  cruelly; 
Tho>  all  Thy  lusts  have  tried  Him, 

Who  left  His  throne  for  thee! 
Yet  He  His  Word  remembers 

That  "Zion  shall  arise;" 
Leave  then  thy  sullying  embers, 

Wash  then  thy  tear-worn  eyes. 

For  soon  will  He  restore  thee 
To  thy  high  place  of  yore; 

Princes  shall  bow  before  thee 
Whom  now  thou  bow'st  before. 

Oh !    for  that  wondrous  morning, 
Leave  now  thy  bitterness! 

Rise  from  thy  bed  of  mourning 

To  prove  God's  Righteousness. 
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************ 


SEASONS  AND  AFTER. 

Spring  tells  the  preface  of  the  year 
In  bloom  and  song  to  us  delighted; 
Or  if  in  storm  and  cloud,  we  fear 
That  all  our  brighter  hopes  are  blighted. 

Then  Life  grows  stronger  and  we  know 
The  fuller  joys  or  pains  of  Summer ; 

We  realize  our  part  below 

Is  not  of  mere  and  idle  mummer. 

he  first  blown  leaf  shows  forth  the  hour 
When  Summer's  stronger  days  are  ended; 
And  latter  tints,  that  gleam  and  glow'r, 
With  deeper  hues  of  Life  are  blended. 

And  then?  dread  Winter's  icy  blast 

That  brings  release  where  sore  'twas  needed ; 
Where  old  age  fails,  and  where  at  last 

Dust  turns  to  dust,  and  lies —    Unheeded? 

Unheeded  ?  no ;  for  Winter  opes, 

With  its  last  breath,  Spring's  brighter  glory; 
And  Death  but  realizes  hopes 

God  taught  us  in  His  own  sweet  story. 
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SEASONS   AND   AFTER. 

In  every  season  He  implores 

For  willing  ears  to  what  He  teaches ; 

That  we  should  live,  when  past  these  shores, 
In  His  bright  Summer  He  beseeches. 

No  Winter  there,  no  storms  to  fight ; 

But  Death  from  every  sorrow  frees  us; 
We  enter  Heaven's  purest  light, 

Made  perfect  by  the  blood  of  Jesus. 
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FLOTSAM. 

I  was  toss'd  to  and  fro  by  the  wind  and  the  wave, 
I  was  batter' d  and  rack'd  in  the  hiss  of  the  foam, 
To  the  will  of  the  tempest  an  unwilling  slave, 

I  was  hurPd  from  the  peace  and  the  comfort  of 
home. 

To  resist  the  all  powerful  storm  had  I  power  ? 
Had  I  cry  to  be  heard  o'er  the  shriek  of  the  wind  ? 
In  sun  or  in  cloudland,  in  gloom  or  in  shower, 
I  saw  terror  before  me  and  horror  behind. 

Oh  the  joy  to  be  free  from  the  world  and  its  sin ! 
Oh  to  flee  for  a  moment  those  powerful  foes ! 
Oh  to  lose  all  those  conflicts  without  and  within ! 
And  no  longer  to  suffer  in  misery-throes. 

Yet  the  wave  was  relentless,  the  billows  ran  high, 

And  carried  me  groaning  and  moaning  for  rest 

Deep  down  to  dark  depths,  then  away  tow'rd  the 
sky, 

And  they  lash'd  me  in  sport,  and  they  kiss'd  me  in 
jest. 

The  sea  is  the  world  ;  I  was  carried  away 
By  the  waves  of  its  follies,  its  billows  of  pain ; 
No  rest  was  my  lot,  and  I  longed  for  the  day 
When  I  never  should  list  to  the  tempest  again. 
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FLOTSAM. 

How  I  yearn'd   to   be   plucked   from   that   cruel 

embrace ! 
Oh  to  cast  off  those  clutches !  no  more  to  be  tost 

'Twixt  the  Heavens  and  Hell !   how  I  longed  for 

the  grace 
That  could  save  a  poor  sinner  so  terribly  lost. 

Then  an  Arm  was  stretched  out  o'er  the  treacher- 
ous sea, 
And  this  flotsam  uplifted,  and  tenderly  placed 

On  the  height  of  the  Rock,  from  the  billow-rack 
free, 

Where  the  fiends  of  the  storm  never  hunted  or 
chased. 

Far,  far  o'er  the  reach  of  those  cruel  white  arms 

That  furyful  clutched  at  the  hard  crags  below, 

Away  from  the  turmoil  of  fears  and  alarms, 

Where  the  waves  never  seethe,  where  the  winds 
never  blow. 

As  a  man  from  the  thrall  of  a  direful  disease ; 

As  a  brand  from  the  gluttonous  greed  of  the  flame; 

Is  placed  on  the  bosom  of  fostering  Peace, 

Thus  God  lifted  me  from  the  world  and  its  shame. 

Now  to  Him  be  all  glory  and  honour  and  might ! 

For  'tis  His  Arm  hath  saved,  and  on  Christ  do  I 
stand 

High,  high  o'er  the  Floods  ;  I  rejoice  in  delight 

That  my  Lord  is  the  Rock,  and  that  God's  was  the 
Hand. 
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SUNSET  AT   SEA. 

It  was  a  sunset,  the  most  beautiful 
That  ever  eye  could  see  or  mind  conceive; 
It  lay  ahead,  beyond  an  arch  of  sea, 
As  tho'  some  brighter  sphere  to  which  we  sail'd: 
It  led  me  on  beyond  the  passing  hour, 
And  the  vain  prattle  of  surrounding  tongues; 
For  in  it  I  beheld  a  future  haven 
And  let  my  mind  run  riot  in  its  hues, 
Musing  the  while  on  Faith-taught  prophecies, 
And  promised  joys  of  new  Jerusalem. 
It  lent  its  radiance  to  the  dull-toned  sea, 
And  bathed  the  moaning  waves  in  heaven-tints ; 
E'en  as  the  sin-curst  world  is  lit  with  Hope 
A  lonely  star,  redeeming  cloud-swept  skies 
From  hellish  darkness  and  appalling  gloom: 
And  as  beyond  this  life  we  look  for  Heav'n, 
So  did  I  gaze,  over  the  anguish' d  sea, 
Into  the  glories  of  the  setting  sun. 
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TO  MY  WIFE. 

I   love  thee,  oh!    I  love  thee; 
And  oh!   my  love  is  deep; 
And  I  have  placed  it  in  the  care 
Of  Him,  of  Whom  alone  I  dare 
Humbly  request  such  jewels  rare, 
To  foster  and  to  keep. 


I  love  thee,  oh!    I  love  thee; 

And  oh !   my  love  is  wide ; 
Little  I  thought  to  see  the  day 
That  thus  has  shed  its  smiling  ray 
Across  my  weary,  lonesome  way 

To  beckon  and  to  guide. 


I  love  thee,  oh!    I  love  thee; 

And  oh!    my  love  is  strong; 
No  longer  from  a  shallow  spring, 
A  reckless,  babbling,  little  thing, 
'Tis  a  deep  well  of  love  I  sing, 

A  river  broad  and  long. 


TO    MY   WIFE. 

I  love  thee,  oh!    I  love  thee; 

And  this  full  well  I  know, 
That  all  I  give  thou  dost  requite; 
That  'tis  thy  dearest,  best  delight, 
To  turn  my  darkness  into  light, 

And  set  my  heart  aglow. 


I  love  thee,  oh  I    I  love  thee; 

And  true  and  broad  my  love; 
Then  let  us  to  the  Master  pray 
To  keep  us  joined  thro'out  life's  day, 
That  joined  we  may  be  called  away 

To  our  blest  home  above. 
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TRUST  AND  LOVE. 

Let  Love  be  true! 
Else  Love  were  but  a  name, 
And  that  of  sin  and  shame, 
To  me,  to  you. 
For  Love  is  never  Love 
That  is  not  wholly  true, 
And  gentle  as  the  dove 
Of  tender  coo  ; 
Let  love  be  true, 
For  me,  for  you. 

Let  Love  be  true! 

Nor  let  a  falsehood  creep 

Into  it,  else  we  weep, 

Both  I  and  you. 

For  Love  is  only  Love 

That  shines  with  Heaven-hue; 

Tis  God-sent  from  above, 

Yet  found  by  few: 

Let  Love  be  true 

For  me,  for  you. 
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TRUST  AND   LOVE. 

Let  Love  be  true! 
Nor  let  doubts  gnawing  rust 
^  Wi -■&       Tarnish  our  happy  trust  "** 
\f>*  So  ever-new; 

For  Love  is  only  Love 

That  is  so  true, 

That,  should  an  ocean  move 

Betwixt  us  two, 

Trust  may  be  true 

In  me,  in  you. 
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